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	How to Repair the Wounds

Chapter 1: The Inside Problem

The alarm clock beeped once.

Then twice.

Then thrice.

And Hector Horizon Haddock III, or Hiccup as his parents called him, opened his eyes.

Joy awoke the the sound of the day first. He grinned in wonder because today was a new opportunity. New things to learn, new people to meet. A new school. New possibilities everywhere just waiting to be explored. Hiccup always saw possibility where others didn't. It was one of his better traits.

Fear was the second, and she was already compiling a list of the worst possible disasters that could happen now. This place was somewhere they'd never gone to. San Francisco was a big city with lots of dangers. Hiccup was afraid of a lot of things, though he did a good job of hiding so. And

Next came Disgust. He wasn't really in the mood to get up. For starters, he had a lot of things on his mind that Hiccup needed to get out of the way. For starters, learning the cliques of this school, how to avoid them, and how to avoid mom and dad embarrassing Hiccup. He represented one of Hiccup's most prominent traits: sarcasm

Then came in anger. She was not in any way happy about this. In fact, there were a lot of things that she wasn't happy about at all. Mom and dad weren't really making things better by moving. Anger was more of a passive one, not really let loose often, but still dangerous just the same.

And then the final emotion, Sadness joined. He was one of the more prominent at this time. There were a lot of things to sort out. Moving was just one of the things, and hardly the worst one.

They watched as Hiccup slowly got up and went to his closet to change. Hiccup wasn't much of a picky dresser, so he went for a green t-shirt with a black dragon in the center, a brown sweatshirt hoodie, and black jeans. He then headed into the bathroom across the hall and carefully made sure he looked okay.

His hair was relatively long, but he still looked like a boy. Surprisingly, it remained smooth and grounded and not frilly and wild while he slept. He had many freckles on his face still, a result of still growing. And he was relatively short, standing at about 5'4".

Hiccup was fifteen and he'd only begun the stages of puberty about a year ago. They'd all completely forgotten about that button because Hiccup had been busy and happy and then some other stuff happened. It was a lot, and truthfully, they'd only just gotten around to it. They only gotten around to it when it was Fear who asked about it. Suffice it to say they all scrambled to push the button and get Hiccup back on track.

Hiccup gave a slight yawn and a bored expression. Today just wasn't the day.

Joy turned to Sadness, who was handling the controls.

"Sadness," Joy sighed, "How many times do we have to go through this? We can't change what's happened, so we need to press on."

"How can you say that," Anger seethed, "We lost Toothless. How do you expect us to simply forget that?! He was our everything!"

"Agreed," Fear chimed in, "I don't want to move on. What if we lose that memory of him?"

"And besides," Disgust added, "We can't just forget. How do you think he'd feel if we forget him?"

"Look, guys," Joy interrupted, "Give me a chance. I can make this right. We can make this right. A day. That's all I ask. Then we can debate about what to do next."

The memories wanted to argue, but in the end, how could they? This kid was everything to them. They had to at least try to make something out of Hiccup. They had to at least try.

Grumbling in unison, the emotions worked together silently as they worked Hiccup.

Hiccup walked downstairs to the sight of his mother and his father working rather furiously.

His mother was Vala Haddock. She was a tall woman, standing at 6'3". That was sometimes amazing to Hiccup to think his mother was taller than he was. She'd given birth to him prematurely, and since then, she was ever watchful of him. She knew he was smart, but she knew that he wasn't much of a physical kind of person. But she did know he was brainy. And that she was proud of. They had the best relationship he could ask for. She was extra supportive of him.

His father was Gerard Haddock. He was a very intimidating sight indeed. Standing at over 6'9", most people were initially frightened of him because of that factor alone. He had to duck his head a bit every time he went under doorways. And the man wasn't lacking for muscle. Very few people had the guts to even consider a physical fight. It was only in recent years that the two had become better in their relationship. But better to have a father's love and approval than to not have it.

The two of them were the owners of Haddock Industries, an extremely successful company specializing in Human medical treatment. Basically, if there was any sort of medical problem, be it physical or mental, they were there to assist. And it suited his parents well; his dad was a leader, a person that everyone looked up to and admired immensely. And his mother lived to help others, so this was a natural for her. She was more involved in the actual science itself.

Even though Hiccup wasn't quite to their height, he still was a very good son. He cared immensely about family. Despite all that happened, he wasn't about to do anything to hurt his family.

"Morning son," his father called out.

"Hey dad," Hiccup yawned, "So what's for breakfast?"

"Actually I'm cooking," he replied, "I hope that's fine."

"Yeah," Hiccup agreed, "No offense to mom, but she can't cook no matter what she tries. After her cooking, I'm not going to object that what you make."

"That's the spirit," Gerard nodded his head.

Hiccup carefully sat down in his usual seat. His parents, despite possessing a lot of money, enough to buy practically whatever they wanted, weren't too eager to show off. In fact, if you looked at the family alone, you wouldn't even know that they were rich at all. And his parents did a good job of hiding it most people. So they lived in a large home, but not a castle certainly.

Still, it did feel a bit big in this house.

_Toothless would make this place busy, _Hiccup gritted mentally, _He always made this place lively._

"Hiccup?"

Hiccup realized he was doing it again, thinking about Toothless. He'd been trying so hard not to think about it, but he still did. It had been nearly a year and he still thought about it. And his parents knew it. They knew it because they all thought about him. Every single day, but for Hiccup, he had to constantly find something to do in order to keep Toothless out of his head. Thinking about him just made things really bad.

"Sorry dad. I'm just thinking about Toothless."

"Hiccup," his dad sat down to the side of him, "Do you really think that he'd want you to be like this every day?"

"Then he shouldn't have gone and…" Hiccup fumed, but still couldn't let the word come out. "I don't know."

"Did we do something wrong?"

"Dad, we left the only home I've known for fifteen years," Hiccup argued annoyingly, "I'm not going to just forget like that. I can't."

"And you think we've forgotten," Gerard asked.

"What," Hiccup exclaimed, "No. Yes. I don't know."

"Hiccup," Gerard sighed, "Take your time. You'll figure it out."

Hiccup nodded, though he felt that it wasn't really a nod he could say was really genuine. Then a question popped into his mind.

"How do you guys do it," Hiccup asked, "How do you...move on?"

"That's not the question you should be asking Hiccup," his father shook his head.

"Then what is the right question," Hiccup asked exasperatedly.

"Do you think you'd actually understand if I told you," Gerard questioned, "Do you think you'd actually commit it to heart?"

Hiccup thought for a moment, a very brief moment.

"Good point, dad," Hiccup sighed, "I don't know. I feel like out of all the things I can do, this is the one that I can't figure out."

Then Hiccup felt his father grab him into an bear hug. Hiccup struggled to breathe for a moment before settling in, simply enjoying this tender moment. Then they simultaneously parted from each other.

"I'm sorry. I'm being selfish again. I don't want you two to worry about me."

"Hiccup, you do have some right to be a bit selfish. We all do."

"But not if you guys are suffering watching me."

"We'll be alright. I'll tell your mother, and maybe she'll talk. Maybe she's got something to say that I can't."

"Maybe," Hiccup mumbled. "Hey dad, shouldn't you be watching the stove?"

At this, his father bolted from his seat and rushed back to the kitchen. With luck, the food would be cooked just a bit too crispy. Hiccup could really use the food today. It was his first day of sophomore year after all.

**()()()()()()**

"Riley, don't choke yourself eating. Slow down. You're going to be fine."

Riley Anderson stopped her hyperactive chewing for a moment to look at her own mother. On days when she was excited, she always ate fast. It was like this when they moved to San Francisco and it was this way always. Today was the first day of sophomore year. And she was ready to get back to the action.

So Riley simply nodded in agreement, then resumed her rapid eating. Her mother simply shook her head in amusement and turned to resume her attention back to what she was doing.

Of course it wasn't all good. There were classes that Riley favored over others. Riley was great more at writing and english and history and languages than she was at math and science, but she maintained A's and B's for the most part. Her parents had nothing to complain about in regards to her grades.

And she had lots of friends as well. Most of them came from her hockey team, and for the most part, she stuck with them throughout middle school and high school. And it was because of her status as one of the best hockey players that she was able to steer clear of potential clashes with the other kids who weren't so nice. Honestly, Riley was an easy person to get along with up to a certain point. There'd only been one time where she'd really lost her cool, and suffice it to say that nobody really dared to pick on her again.

And over the past two years, she'd gone into some serious growing. One thing was certain, puberty was really a wild card for her. Happy one moment, sad another, then disgusted, next scared, and finally angry, all abruptly, sometimes without rational thought, never without certainty.

And that was where Riley's emotions came into play.

Joy had been trying to keep the others from doing something really stupid, so far with success for the most part. Of course she couldn't stop all of them when there was only one of her, but in the end, they did remember that they all were a part of Riley, and so it was only natural that they had their squabbles.

And through all of this, a few new islands had formed. One of the newest ones being Crush Island. It had gotten to the point in Riley's life where she was noticing guys more and more. She was assertive of them, but she wasn't into the same thing that her friends were into.

For one thing, she displayed more tomboyish tendencies, so she wasn't into the guy who was her sword and shield. For another thing, she wasn't really into the romantic type. Too girly for her tastes, and she just didn't find any sort of appeal in that sort of things. The confident guys were honestly not fun to be around because they boasted a lot. And while she did admire confidence, most of the guys who tried to impress her just weren't doing it in the right ways. And she certainly didn't care for bad boys. Those she stayed clear of. Simply put, too dangerous, and she wasn't about that.

But she was only in her second year of high school. She could afford to be patient. After all, she had other things she wanted to focus on more, like her hockey games, and thinking about her future. She wanted to go to college and study in something like journalism. She hadn't really thought it over too much, but hey, she had some time to think it over.

She quickly downed the rest of her breakfast and then went to grab her bag. She then quickly went over what she was wearing: blue t-shirt with a rainbow, blue jeans, and her new sneakers for the year. Casual, just the way she liked it.

"Have a good day at school, monkey," her mother called out.

"Thanks mom," she called out, then made a quick monkey sound.

Her parents quickly imitated her with much enthusiasm as she exited through the door.

"Back to school," Joy shouted. "What are we doing today?"

Riley stopped quickly to take a look at her schedule. She had six classes. Geometry, English, World History, Journalism, Chemistry, and French 2. Definitely a full schedule. But she'd still have time to have fun and play hockey and meet with friends.

"Do we really need to know about the history of the world," Anger asserted, "What in the world could we possibly need to know about it? I mean, math, we actually use that, and Riley's good at english, and science, it's useful at times, but history?!"

"But we have to remain balanced," Fear chimed in, "How else are we going to be ready for the world."

"If we fail any classes," Sadness cut in, "We'll not only fail mom and dad, but also ourselves."

"What does it matter what the world wants," Disgust scoffed, "What matters is what we want."

"We'll cross those bridges when we get to them," Joy said, "For now, we go to class, meet our teachers, get a feel for assignments and workload, then we'll figure it out from there."

So the emotions simply controlled Riley as she walked to school, with all the emotions taking turns to control her. Overall, Riley was excited, but she was also expecting a lot of bad things to happen along the way. It was high school after all. Lots of things could happen, and it was best to be prepared for a lot, but she could only prepare so much.

Fear had all of the possibilities lined up, but Joy had made certain that he didn't overwork himself.

So she moved real casually down the street, taking care not to bump into anyone and occasionally greeting the people that she did know. Over her time in San Francisco, she did get to know more people. Not all of her friends were strictly limited to the people that she was in the same school as. She'd gotten to know some of the guys working at the local pizza store. They were still kind of the same more or less, but at least she knew them. Shel, her name was, she worked there a majority of the time.

She didn't eat there too much, but in a pinch when she just needed something to grab and go, she simply went there. And besides, there were worst tasting things than broccoli.

She then walked by the middle school where she'd gone before. It was definitely different than she remembered it. It was probably all of the knew kids on the school grounds. None of the faces were familiar to her, save for maybe some siblings that her friends had. She recognized Kyle, Maddie, and Curtis instantly. And maybe it was just Riley, but it seemed like the school seemed a lot older, or maybe newer? The building just looked different somehow. It seemed just like yesterday when she'd first came here. And granted it hadn't been too long ago, but three years already?

Where did the time go, Riley wondered often.

She looked both ways before crossing the street. Fear made sure of that. When she did accidentally bump into someone, she bit back an annoyed response before saying she was sorry, and making sure she said it genuinely. She then turned to make her way through the various streets and make her way to the final destination.

Three more streets.

Two more streets.

One more street.

And there it was.

High school.

Taking a look at it and recalling her freshman year, she gripped her bag tighter and advanced forward.

"We're here," Joy announced, "Who's ready to get this year going?"

She didn't really get a proper response because all of the emotions jumped in at once with a definite affirmative or a definite negative.

"Okay," Joy bit her lips, "Well, here goes nothing."

Something told Joy that it was going to be a great year.

**So I watched Inside Out for the first time, and this idea turned in my head, so I though why not write about it and see what would happen? So I did. And I've been meaning to write a HTTYD story. The two movies are some of the best animated movies I've seen a good long while. Good character development and a great story.**

**A few things to note: these are my interpretations of the feelings that are in the heads of everyone. I will likely watch the movie again and try to watch the characters more to gain a better understanding, but I think I know enough for now to at least get started.**

**So because this is an experiment, let me know what you guys think. If you love it, leave it in a review. If you hate it, then let me know why. If you've got ideas to give me or any other feedback, then send it my way.**

**Hope you all enjoyed reading, and remember, success often comes when we take a misstep in the right direction.**

**Peace out!**


End file.
